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The T amfog of the Shrev, 

And fo offend him: for I tell you firs. 

If you fhould fmilc,he growes impatient. 

play . Feare not my Lord we can containe our fellies. 
Were he the verieft anticke in the world. 

Lord. Go Grn,Takc them to the Butteric, 

And giuethem friendly welcome euery one, 

Let them want nothing thac my houle affoords. 

Exit one with the Player'S* 

Siiragoyou to Bartholmcw my page, 

And iee him dreft in all fuites like a Ladie : 

That donc,condu<ft him to the drunkards chamber. 
And call him Madam, do him obeifancc: 

Tell him from me (as he will win my loue) 

He bare himfelfe with honorable aftion. 

Such as hehathobferu’d in noble Ladies 
Vnto their Lerds,by them accemplilhed. 

Such dutic to the drunkard let him do t 
With fofc lowetonguc.and lowly curtehe’ 

And fay : What is ’t your Honor doth command, 
Wherein your Ladis ..and your humble w ife, 

May (hew her ducie, and make knowne her loue. 

, Andthen witl)kindeimbraccments,temptingkiires, 

And with declining head into his bofome 
Bid him thed teares.as being ouer-ioyed 
T c lee her noble Lord reftor’d to health. 

Who for this feuen ycares hath efteemed him 
No better then a poore andloathfomc beggers 
And ifchc boy haue not a womans guife 
To raine afhower of commanded ceares , 

An Onion will do well forfuch alhift, 

Which in a Napkin (beingclofe-conudi'id^ 

Shall in defpight enforce a waterie^ie • 
Scethisdifpatch’dwithallthe haft thou canft. 

Anon lie giuethec mcreinfttuflions. 

Exit a fer.tdngman. 

? know the boy will wcl vfurpe the grace. 

Voice, gate, and aftion of a Gentlewoman : 
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Mav well abate the oucr-merne lpleene. 

Which otherwife would grow mro extreames . 

Enter aloft the drunkard with attendants Jomewjtb apparel, 

" Bafon and £wer,& other appurtenances, cr Lord. 

’Bee* For Gods fake a pot of fma 1 Ale. , 

l Sen. wilt plcafe your Lordlhip drmke a cup of .ao« . 

iSer. Wilt pleafe your Honor tafte of thefc Con> erne* . 

? . Ser. What raiment will your honor weare tc day. 

Bet. I am Chrifiophero Sly, call not mee Honor nor Lord- 
ftio • Ine’redranke fackc in my life : and if you gme tneany Con- 

ernes, giue mee conferu«sofBcefe : nere ask me what raiment He 
weare torl haueno more doublets then Backes: nomorcftock- 
inas then legges :nor no more Ihooes then f eet,nay fomtirne more 
feerthen Ihooes, or fuch fhooes as my toes looks through the o- 
ucr leather. 

Lord. Heauen ceafe this idle hum or in your Honor, 

Oh that a mightie man of fuch difeent. 

Of fuch poffefiions , and fo high efteeme 
Should be infufed with fo foule a fpirit. 

Bee. What would you make me mad?Am not I Chrifiopher S lie, 
old S/wfonneof Burton-heathby byrtha Pedlcr, ty education a' 
Cardroaker, by tranfmutatien a B care-heard, and now by prefent 
profeffion a Tinker. Aske cjlfarrian Iiackct the fat Ale wife of 
Wincot , if fliee know me not : if fhe fay I am not xiiii. d. on the 
fcore for flteerc Ale; fcore mee vp for the lyingft knaue in 
Chriftendcme. What 1 am not beftraught : here’s 

3 . CMan, OhthisuisthatmakesyecrLadiemourne. 

2 Mar. Oh this is it that makes your feruants droop. 

Lord. Hence comes it, that your kindred fhuns your houfe 
Asbeat en hence by your Grange Lunacie. 

Oh Noble Lord , betbinketbcc of thy birth, 

Call heme thy ancient thoughts frcmbariiftjment, 

And banifh hence thefe abitft lowliedreamcs*. 

Lcokc how thy feruants do attend on thee. 






